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and through an uninitiated stranger with the pleas-
antest sense of superiority.

I met them at breakfast and at lunch and at the
half-past six o'clock high tea that formed the third
chief meal of the day. I heard them rattling off the
compositions of Chaminade and Moskowski with
great decision and effect, and hovered on the edge of
tennis foursomes where it was manifest to the dullest
intelligence that my presence was unnecessary. Then
I went off to find some readable book in the place, but
apart from miscellaneous popular novels, some veter-
inary works, a number of comic books, old bound
volumes of The Illustrated London News and a large,
popular illustrated History of England, there was
hardly anything to be found. My aunt talked to me
in a casual feeble way, chiefly about my mother's last
illness. The two had seen very little of each other for
many years; she made no secret of it that the ineli-
gible qualities of my father were the cause of the
estrangement. The only other society in the house
during the day was an old and rather decayed Skye
terrier in constant conflict with what were no doubt
imaginary fleas, I took myself off for a series of walks,
and acquired a considerable knowledge of the scenery
and topography of the Potteries.

It puzzled my aunt that I did not go westward,
where it was country-side and often quite pretty, with
hedgerows and fields and copses and flowers. But
always I went eastward, where in a long valley indus-
trialism smokes and sprawls. That was the stuff to
which I turned by nature, to the human effort, and
the accumulation and jar of men's activities- And in
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